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COOPER: No one*s got a tight to leave things like that about.

SHEPPEY: It's not gold, you know, it's only silver-gilt. It's
not the worth 1 value it for, it's the sentiment. It was left
me by a gentleman I'd attended for years and ail through
'is last illness 'e would *ave me go to his 'ouse and shave
'im every day. 'E said to 'is daughter only the day
before 'e died, if I appear before my Maker looking like a
gentleman it'll be to Sheppey I owe it. 'Ere take it. [He
hands the snuff-box to COOPER.]

COOPER: What d'you mean?

SHEPPEY: I'm giving it you.

COOPER: Why?

SHEPPEY: You want it, don't you?

COOPER: No.

SHEPPEY: Why did you pinch it, then?

COOPER: That's quite another matter. I didn't mind
pinching it. I'm not going to take it as a present. I only
pinched it because I wanted a bob or two for a few beers.
I'd *ave give you back the ticket. Straight, I would.

SHEPPEY: If you wanted a bob why didn't you say so?
\Putting Ms hand in bis pocket and faking out a shilling.]
'Ere you are.

[COOPER looks at the shitting in Ms band and then at
SHEPPEY. He is fall of suspicion.

COOPER: 'Ere, what's the meaning of this?

SHEPPEY: If a chap can only see God in a pint of beer *e may
as well look there as not see *im at all.

COOPER: Is it a trap?

SHEPPEY: Don't talk so silly.

[COOPER is pulled and uneasy. He looks at th shilling*
and he looks at SHEPPEY.

COOPER: I don't like this. There's something funny about
it all. What are you getting at? What's the Idea? 'Ere,
take your bob. I won't *ave it. It'll bring me bad luck.